OTHER SONGS AND SONNETS

O fair 1 O sweet I when I do look on thee,

In whom all joys so well agree,

Heart and soul do sing in me.

They that heaven have known do say

That whoso that grace obtameth

To see what fair sight there reigneth

Forced are to sing alway:

So, then, since that heaven remaineth

In thy face I plainly see,

Heart and soul do sing in me.

O fair I O sweet! when I do look on thee,

In whom all joys so well agree,

Heart and soul do sing in me.

Sweet, think not I am at ease,

For because my chief part singeth:

This song from death's sorrow springeth,

As to swan in last disease.

For no dumbness nor death bringeth

Stay to true love's melody:

Heart and soul do sing in me.

Like as the Dove

LIKE as the Dove, which seeled up doth fly,
Is neither freed nor yet to service bound,
But hopes to gain some help by mounting high,
Till want of force do force her fall to ground,
Right so my mind, caught by his guiding eye,
And thence cast off, where his sweet hurt he
Hath neither leave to live nor doom to die,
Nor held in evil, nor suffered to be sound;
But with his wings of fancies up he goes,
To high conceits whose fruits are oft but small.
Till wounded, blind, and wearied, spirit lose
Both force to fly and knowledge where to falL
O happy Dove, if she no bondage tried:
More happy 1, might 1 in bondage bide I